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AS YE SOW. 

By MUSBR. 



Characters. 



The Author. 
Miss Fieugree. 



Robert Or. 
Lady de BierE. 






Scene: AN AUTHOR'S STUDY. 

The Author is seen seated at his desk, on which are 
writing materials, manuscripts, etc. He is writing furi- 
ously as the curtain rises. Two armchairs are shown, 
one on the right and the other on the left. 

Tlie author writes, then tears sheet after sheet of 
paper. He rises, and walks up and down the room; 
after a few seconds, he sits down again to write, then 
tears up the paper. 

Miss Filligree enters. She stands on the right of 
the desk and behind the author. She coughs and the 
author looks up startled. 

Author: Good day, Madam, how you startled me ! I was 
so absorbed in my work that I did not hear you enter. 

Miss F : It looks as though you have been busy — tearing 
paper. 

Author : I beg your pardon. 

Miss F. : I should think so. How you waste your time, and 
good paper, too. 

Author : But 

Miss F. : Isn't it true ? L,ook at this litter, it is absolutely 
disgraceful. It will take me an hour to clear it all up. 

Author : Excuse me, Madam, but who are you ? 

Miss F. : Do you mean to tell me you don't know me ? 

Author : How could I ? I have never met you before in my 
lite. 

Miss F. :. Then you ought to. What a poor memory you 
have. I wish / had never known you. 

Author : But, Madam, — — 
Miss F,. : I am not a Madam. 

Author : Pardon me, I thought — 

Miss F. : If you had have thought constructively I might 
have been something different. 

Author : Really, Miss, this is beyond me. Please tell me 
who you are. 
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Miss F. : You created me, and a very bad job you made 
of me. I am Miss Filligree from your story — the New Repre- 
sentative. 

Author : Are you joking,? 

Miss F. : As an author, you are a failure ; as a man, rather 
dull. Why don't you ask me to sit down ? 

Author : Oh, by all means, here, in this arm-chair. Now 
please tell me all about the joke. 

Miss F. : The joke ! I am the joke and you have made me 
such. I had to come, I cannot be the character you have made 
me any longer. 

Author : You still persist in saying you are one of my 
story characters ? 

Miss F. : Who else can I be? You created me, and you 
alone .are responsible for me. Look at the dress you gave me 
and this hat. Why should I wear a hat like this ? 

Author : So you are Miss Filligree, come to life. Well, I 
never. 

Miss F. : You are like lots of authors : you despise some 
of the characters you create. Fancy making me a secretary ! 
Why couldn't you make me a cook or a maid? You know I am 
not good at figures ; and typing — why, I hate it. You even gave 
me a French typewriter, yet you made me learn q, w, e, r, t, y, 
u, u, i, o, p, on the top line and then give me a typewriter that 
has different letters. 

Author : I am very sorry, Miss Filligree, but you know your 
employer bought the typewriter second-hand and he did not 
notice the keyboard. 

Miss F. : Then why did you make him absent-minded ? 
Fancy a man putting a fly-paper on his sore back instead of a 
plaster ! 

Author : Have you come here only to criticize me ? 

Miss F. : I have come here to ask you to change me into 
something else. Make me a cook. 

Author: I cannot do that; you are already copyright. In 
fact, you are well placed in the British Museum. I tried to get 
you into Stationers' Hall, but failed. 

Miss F. : Why should I be in the British Museum ? I am 
not a mummy, nor am I a stationer. And I didn't want to be a 
secretary; you must change me. 

Author : It grieves me, Miss Filligree, to hear you talk like 
this. I am the one who should talk for you ; you say I am 
responsible for you. 

Miss F. : Of course you are responsible for me, and because 
of that you must change me. 

Author : But how ? That's the question. 

Author : That isn't easy. To do that, I should have to write 
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two more books : in one, you would have to die as Miss Eilligree, 
and in the other he horn again as somebody else. 

Miss F. : Well, I don't care, you must do it. And I want 
to be a cook instead of a poorly-paid, half-starved secretary. 

Enter Robert Or. 

Robert Or : Well, well, if it isn't Miss Filligree. 

Author : Who the devil are you, Sir, walking into my room 
without knocking ? 

Mr. Or. : Do you know, Sir, I have forgotten who I am. 
Let me see now; I was looking for somebody. Oh, yes, — Miss 
Filligree. 

Author : You lie, Sir, you couldn't be looking for Miss 
Filligree. She doesn't exist. 

Miss F. : Don't be a fool ; can't you see it's Mr. Robert Or, 
my boss ? 

Author : But I didn't make him as bad as this, surely ? 

Mr. Or : Yes, you did. And what is more, you gave me a 
bad memory. Was that fair to me ? 

Author : Why blame me ? An author can please himself 
what or how he makes his characters. I certainly gave you a 
good business ; were you not made a Representative of a large 
firm, with your own office and staff ? 

Mr. Or : Staff ? Did I have a staff ? 

Miss F. : You had me, and I am supposed to be the secretary. 

Author: And an office boy. 

Mr. Or : Oh, yes, an office boy. But he absconded. 

Author : Well, why did he abscond ? 

Miss F. : Because he stole the petty cash ; that's why. 

Mr. Or {perspiring). {He pulls out a handkerchief and some 
currency notes drop out of his pocket) : So he did. 

Author : Why, you have dropped your money. 

Miss F. {picking up the notes) ; BG 16095 ; BG 16096. Why, 
this is the petty cash. So the office boy didn't steal it, after all. 

Mr. Or : Dear me, how did it get in my pocket ? 

Miss F. : Blame your had memory ; blame him {pointing to 
Author). 

Author: Come, come, now I can explain it all; you were 
meant to do that. 

Miss;F» : Then it was a mean trick to play on an absent- 
minded man. 

Author : Well, a character must live, mustn't he ? 

Mr. Or : I wish I could die. 

Miss F. {to Author) : Why can't Mr. Or die and re- 
incarnate? I could like him as somebody else. 

Author : But he is copyright also. 
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Miss F. : And I suppose he is in the British Museum also ? 

Author : Of course he is, with you. 

Miss F. : Well, either he or you must dismiss me. I've had 
enough ; I must find a more sensible author who will make me 
different. 

Mr. Or : Dear me, Miss Filligree, I thought you liked the 
job. 

Miss F: : I hate it, and you, and this Author. From now 
on, I dismiss myself. 

Author (getting angry) : You will stay where I put you, Miss 
Sophie Filligree. I am going to give you a holiday — let me see — 
yes, in the Highlands of Scotland. There I will see that you 
are well fed and you will meet business people who will teach you 
the methods of secretarial practice and 

Enter Lady de Biere. 

Lady de B. : Good day, everybody. 

Author : I suppose you left the door open when you came 
in, didn't you ? (sarcastically). 

L. de B. : Why, yes, my dear sir. It is so stuffy in here. 
May I take a seat ? (She sits down without being asked). 

Author (aside) : Well, of all the confounded cheek ! (To 
L. de B.) : I suppose you will tell me now that you are some great 
person ? 

L. de B. : Of course. Need I introduce myself ? Every one 
knows me, Lady de Biere. 

Author (pushing his hands through his hair) : What a 
nightmare ! 

L. de B. : A nightmare ? Excuse yourself. I am the talk of 
Society. 

Author : Yes. But is that any excuse for breaking into my 
office ? 

L. de B. (scornfully) : Who are these people ? 

Author : Oh, your pardon. This is Miss Filligree, secretary 
to Mr. Or. Miss Filligree, Mr. Or, Eady de Biere. 
Miss F. : How do you do, Madam. 

Mr. Or : Good evening, your Ladyship. 

L. de B. : Have I met them before ? 

Author : No, you haven't. 

L. de B. : Then why are they here ? 

Author : They walked in like you did. 

L. de B. : Well, dears, now that we are here, may I ask 
what we are here for? 

Miss F. : Ask him (pointing to Author). I want him to 
make me a cook; I don't like my job as a secretary. 

L. de B. : I want a cook and a good one. 

Author : Just a moment, please. Did I say that you wanted 
a cook ? 
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L. de B. : Am I to ask you whether I want a cook or not? 
I am mistress of my own house and will not tolerate any inter- 
ference from other 

Author : But ■ 

L. de B. : Please be quiet. I haven't finished yet. I want a 
cook, and a cook I shall have. I never saw such a woman as the 
last one I had. Boiling eggs with potatoes, and stewing tomatoes 
with raspberries. Who could stand that, and visitors in the 
house? Miss — what is your name ? 

Miss F. : Miss Sophie Filligree. 

L. de B. : Will you cook for me ? 

Miss F. : I must get permission. 

L. de B. : Get permission from whom ? Your mother ? 

Miss F. :I haven't a mother. 

L. de B. : Ah, then, from your father ? 

Miss F. : I haven't a father. 

L. de B. : No mother, no father; then you are married ? 
You have a husband, ? 

Miss F. : I haven't a husband either. 

Author : Don't you see 

L. de B. : Will you stop interrupting me, please. Now, Miss 
Sophie. Do I infer from your remarks that you must ask per- 
mission from this man {pointing to Mr. Or) before you can 
be my cook ? 

Mr. Or : She can 

L. de B. {interrupting) ; I am not asking you. Now, Miss 
Sophie, tell me the truth : is it your employer ? 

Miss F. : No, Madam, I must ask him {pointing to Author). 
: Him ! Who is he ? 

He created us. 
: " He created us." What do vou mean 



L. de B. 
Miss F. : 
L. de B. 
created us." 
Miss F. : 
Author : 
Mr. 
L 



He 



He is the author. 

Don't you know me ? 

Or. : I remember now, she once 

de B. {straightening herself up haughtily) 



Sir, you ask 
Don't I know you ? " May 1 tell you that I do not, nor have I 
any wish to know you. Your colossal impertinence in trying to 
interrupt me when I was speaking is quite sufficient to 

Author {interjecting) : Breath. 

L\ de B. : Tell me what kind of a man you are. What right 
have you to prevent this poor girl becoming a cook if she wants 
to ? I shall take her into my employ whether you like it or not. 

Author {interjecting) : Breath. 

L. de B. : Sophie, you will start to-morrow. Here is my 
card {looking in bag). Dear me, I must have left my cards at 
home. Never mind, I will write it on this paper {she takes up a 
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piece of manuscript from the table, starts, then turns to the 
Author). What does this mean ? 

Author : That is my manuscript. I am writing a new story. 

L. de B. : So you are an author ? 

Author : Yes, and you are a character. 

L- de B. : A character ? Do you mean to imply that I am 
not respectable? Apologise immediately. 

Author : Can't you understand that I brought you into 
existence ? 

L. de B. : Brought me into existence ? Mr. Or, can you 
stand there and see me insulted like this ? Are you a gentleman 
to see a lady insulted ? 

Mr. Or. : He created me ; what can I do ? 

L. de B. : I fear there is something behind all this that I do 
not understand. 

Miss F. : Don't you see, Madam, you are one of the char- 
acters in his story ? 

L. de B. : One of his characters ? Do you mean that he 
created me ? 

Miss F. : Yes, he created all of us. 

L. de B. : If that is so, then why have I not met you and 
Mr. Or before ? 

Mr. Or : I thought I had 

L. de B. (interrupting) : I didn't ask you. Miss Filligree 
seems to be the most sensible person here, and I must address 
my remarks to her. Now, Miss Sophie, why haven't I met you 
before ? 

Miss F. : I really don't know. I wish I had. 

L. de B. (to Author) : Now, Sir, explain to me this. If 
you created me, why haven't I seen Miss Sophie before ? Don't 
lie to me; I know men. 

Author : If you had given me a chance I could have ex- 
plained before. 

L. de B. (tapping her foot impatiently) : Very well, then; 
go on. 

Author : Some months ago I wrote a story called " The New 
Representative " and I made Mr. Robert Or the Representative. 
He represented a large business house in Paris, but had his office 
in London. 

L. de B. : What kind of a business house ? 

Author : Collectors of curios. 
L. de B. : I can quite believe it and I supp yse Mr. Or is 
one of them. 

Author : One of what ? 

L- de B. : One of the curios. 

Mr. Or : Your Ladyship is very unkind. 

L. de B. : I am not so sure ; however, the Author was 
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speaking. You mentioned a collector of curios. 

Author : Yes. The business in Paris was a successful one. 
The firm collected and sold all kinds of things : old manuscripts 
and documents, books and objects d'art. 

L. de B. : Most interesting. Mr. Or, you say, is the English 
representative ? 

Author : Yes, he has been lately appointed ; he is an expert 
on antiques. 

L,. de B. : Does he speak French ? 
Author : He thinks he does. 

L. de B. : That means that you think you do. 

Author : I said he thinks he does. 

L. de B. : It's the same thing. You created him; but go on 
with the story. What happened to the old Representative ? 

Author : The old Representative was a very fair-minded 
person and objected to the large profits that were made on 
objects of questionable value; he complained to the heads of the 
firm in Paris. They sacked him. 

L. de B. : Indeed, the swindlers. 

Author ; So Mr. Or was appointed and he employed Miss 
Filligree. 

Mr. Or : No, I didn't ; you did. 

Author : Well, never mind who did ; she was employed by 
you. 

And I was never asked ; I was just pushed into 



Well, I'll see that you are made a cook. You will 

It is time we made this Author write something 

Now, sir (to author) you can sack everyone, even 



Miss F. : 
the job. 

L. de B. 
work for me 
worth while. 

Paris, and start afresh. Ry the way, where do I come in in all 
this ? 

Author : You are the wife of the head of the firm in Paris. 

L. de B. : What ? 

Mr. Or : I knew I had seen you somewhere before. Now 
I remember it was in Paris. 

Miss F. : I heard that Madame was a tyrant to her husband. 

L. de B. : Miss Filligree ! 

Author : Why quarrel ? Why not go back to the story and 
forget all about this ? 

L. de B. : Never. 

Miss F. : I will not. 

Mr. Or: Send me to Paris. 

Author : Well, I am afraid I cannot change any of you unless 
you die and, as Miss Filligree remarks, re-incarnate. 

L. de Be. : You will change me as soon as possible. I am 
completely disgusted with the way you have turned us out. Do 
you hear, sir ? I want to be something different. To give you 
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my candid opinion, I think you are not only a foolish author, 
but an ignorant one, and you ought to give up writing for ever. 

Author : I'll see that you die immediately. 

Miss F. : Am I to be a cook or not ? 

Author : Oh, yes, anything (peevishly). 

Mr. Or : I must have a good memory and be head of the 
firm next time. 

Author : I'll destroy you altogether ; you are useless, you 
money grubber. 

L. de B. : You scoundrel, to think that having created us, 
you call us names and threaten to murder us. I'll teach you a 
lesson. Police! (she yells). 

The theatre lights go ou\t. When they are turned on again 
the Author is seen resting on his hands, which rest on the table. 
He looks up suddenly and says : — 

Author : What a plot ! 
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